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CHAPTER IX.

THE connexion between the Baron and the actors had suf-
fered various changes, since the arrival of the latter. At the
commencement, it had been productive of great satisfaction to
both parties. As the Baron for the first time in his life now saw
one of those pieces, with which he had already graced a private
theatre, put into the hands of real actors, and in the fair way for
a decent exhibition, he showed the benignest humour in the world.
He was liberal in gifts; he bought little presents for the actresses
from every millinery-hawker, and contrived to send over many an
odd bottle of champagne to the actors. In return for all this, our
company took every sort of trouble with his play; and Wilhelm
spared no diligence in learning, with extreme correctness, the
sublime speeches of that very eminent hero, whose part had fallen
to his share.

But, in spite of all these kind reciprocities, some clouds by
degrees arose between the players and their patron. The Baron's
preference for certain actors became daily more observable; this
of necessity chagrined the rest. He exalted his favourites quite
exclusively; and thus, of course, he introduced disunion and jeal-
ousy among the company. Melina, without skill to help himself
in dubious junctures, felt his situation very vexing. The persons
eulogised accepted of their praise, without being singularly thank-
ful for it; while the neglected gentlemen showed traces of their
spleen by a thousand methods; and constantly found means to
make it very disagreeable for their once much-honoured patron to
appear among them. Their spite received no little nourishment
from a certain poem, by an unknown author, which made a great
sensation in the Castle. Previously to this, the Baron's inter-
course with the company had given rise to many little strokes of
merriment; several stories had been raised about him; certain
little incidents, adorned with suitable additions, and presented in
the proper light, had been talked of, and made the subject of
much bantering and kughter. At last it began to be said, that
. a certain rivalry of trade was arising between him and some of the
actors, who also looked upon themselves as writers. The poem
-e spoke of was founded upon this report; it ran as follows:

I poor devil, Lord Baron,
Must envy you your crest of arms,
The coacn you ride in, coat you've on,